MADAME GBASSrNI.                         121

indeed a great man, but he would not follow my
advice. II aurait du s'entendre avee ce cher Vil-
ainton. By the bye, c'est ce brave Due qui m'a
donne cette broche. II me Va apportee un matin
que j'etais encore au lit. II parlait un singulier
baragonin, et je ne savais guere I Anglais; mais
nous nous entendions tout de meme" And so she
would run on, with anecdotes and remarks on a
long list of admirers.

All Madame Grassini's recollections came out
quite naturally, with true southern frankness, or
rather cynicism; and she narrated her liaisons
in as unconcerned a manner before every one she
met, as if she were speaking of her drive in the Bois
de Boulogne. Her face must have been in her
youth still handsomer than that of her niece, Giulia
Grisi. The eyes were larger and more expressive,
and she had more regular features and finer teeth.
There was a tragic dignity in the contour and
lineaments of her countenance, which formed a
strange contrast with her unrefined language and
gipsy style of dress; every colour of the rainbow
was represented in her garments, which were tied
on without the smallest regard to taste, and gave
her very much the appearance of a strolling actress
equipped at Eag fair.

Grassini's once fine voice had, when I saw her,
degenerated into a sharp, loud, unmelodious soprano,
which grated harshly on the ear. She had no
cleverness or wit, and the bons mots that are cited
as hers are amusing only from the cynic bon-
homie which inspired them, as well as the strong
Italian accent with which they were spoken. One
of her mots in the days of the Empire is often cited.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